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Listen to this set. Then chuck that lame FM of 8/21/93. This 
is the real thing, folks. Authentic, salty, perspiration-soaked 
pure blues. 

Throughout their history, the Grateful Dead embar- 
rassed and entertained an endless number of guest musi- 
cians. Of the moments that we have on tape, there are some 
that are horrific to the point of comical, some that are 
barely noticeable, some that we'll never know due to being 
buried in the mix, and the select few that cause the band to 
rise to a level we had long since dismissed them as capable 
of. 3/12/88 is one example of the latter description, and 
this brief excerpt depicts the Grateful Dead, if only for a 
moment, in their most raw and unfettered form. Seriously. 

With only one rehearsal and perhaps a few scotch ’n’ 
sodas under their belt, the band gives a brief count-off that 
launches into “Good Morning Little Schoolgirl.” From the 
first notes of the turnaround, Lewis commands the stage 
with a raunchy marine band squeal that echoes eroticism 
throughout the entire hall. With thick and accurate bends, 
the attack pays homage not to Marion Walter Jacobs or 
Rice Miller, but rather to James Cotton and Billy Boy 
Arnold. Gruffly and confidently, the verse is executed with 
the presence style of the Wolf, and nary a trace of imitation 
can be found. Once out of the verse, the band gets cookin’, 
with Garcia stepping forth into the solo spot and to strut his 

stuff, pouring Chicago rain like never before, and perfectly 
timing the wrap. 

“Turn On Your Lovelight,” a Grateful Dead standby, and 
oftentimes throwaway, is given new life on this evening. With 
Weir parading more passion than ever, the drive is greatly fla- 
vored with the sax accompaniment, giving an authentic Stax 
feel to the track and complementing Lewis's salty harp 
attack. Garcia’s soloing has a stinging bite to it, potent and in 
the pocket, and the rhythm drive is grooved out as well. 

The evening’s finale, “Long Tall Sally,” is delivered with 
the assistance of John Fogerty, who gives a gracious plug for 
Bill Graham before handling the vocal chores for the set 
closer. Sporting the trademark Creedence drawl that even- 
tually got him sued, Fogerty belts out the lyrics to this rock 
+W roll classic with a pure and natural feel, thankfully resist- 
ing the obvious urge to segue into “Travelin’ Band.” Obvi- 
ously anticlimactic, the cast of characters give a valiant 
effort but are a bit blown up from the previous two tracks, 
except the sax player and Lewis, who step forth to cover for 
the out-of-gas guitarists. While the sax passage is slightly 
off, Lewis nails it, this time displaying his signature licks, 

with remarkable accuracy. 

Incidentally, when Lewis was asked about this exhibi- 
tion a few weeks later, he shrugged it off, claiming that the 


Club Le Front rehearsal was far superior. 
BRIAN DYKE 
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Q 3/16/88 Q 


Henry J. Kaiser Convention Center, 
Oakland, CA 


Set 1: Alabama Getaway > Greatest Story Ever Told, 
Stagger Lee, Walkin’ Blues, Candyman, Queen Jane 
Approximately, Big Boss Man, Cassidy, Don’t Ease Me In 
Set 2: Scarlet Begonias > Fire on the Mountain, Playing 
in the Band > Jam > Drums > Space > Gimme Some 
Lovin’ > All Along the Watchtower > Morning Dew 


Encore: Touch of Grey 


4. Source: SBD, Quality: A-, Length: 2:50 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: B+, Length: 2:50 

Highlights: Everything (except Big Boss Man and Don’t 
Ease Me In) 


Here we have one of the Dead’s strongest shows ever and 
certainly a candidate for the finest show of 1988. Every 
member plays their heart out while keeping their ears wide 
open. Garcia really stands out, though, as having an extra 
“big night.” He’s clean, sober, and seemingly having the 
time of his life, taking every song to the edge. Weir deserves 
credit for tucking his ego away and giving up songs to Gar- 
cia (nine for Garcia, six for Weir, and one for Lesh). 

The band comes out, pistols cocked, and starts blastin’ 
away. “Alabama” > “Greatest Story” is cranked full of energy 
and enthusiasm. Garcia muffs a verse in “Alabama” and gig- 
gles; yes, they’re loose. His lead on “Greatest Story” roars 
while Weir shrieks his vocals. “Stagger Lee” is a beast, one of 
the hottest versions I’ve heard. Garcia sits back and belts out 
his lines, especially during “He shot my Billy DEAD!” He’s 
having a great time. Weir counters by tearing into “Walkin? 
Blues.” The second jam is unique in that his creative rhythm 
is backed by Garcia’s lead. “Candyman” finds Garcia still 
singing like a happy grizzly. Brent’s harmonies shine, too. 
Garcia takes his solo and whips it in our faces. 

Only the “Boss Man” is marred by out-of-place har- 
monies that rob the song from Garcia’s biting vocals. Awk- 
ward at best. “Cassidy” comes storming in to recoup the 
energy. Brent shines during an exciting jam, playing some 
wigged-out runs that wouldn’t be out of place on Lesh’s for- 
mer radio show, Eyes of Chaos. “Don’t Ease” is crisp but 
nothing more (is it ever?). 

Buckle your seat belts for set 2, folks. “Scarlet” swooshes 
down like a hurricane as it blazes forth from the stage, full of 
fury and infectious, bouncy tension. The jam is as hot as if 
gets. It builds and rebuilds, climbing higher each round intoa 
rousing goosebumping climax. Oh Mama. Garcia is ON. His 
intensely willful notes, squeezed and pinched, drive the band 
down the road out of “Scarlet” into fresh terrain. Almost 
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impatient, even a bit rageful, he lines up duck after cute duck 
and blows their furry little heads clean off, one at a time. The 
whole band picks up on his frenzy, creating sharp-ed ed 
sounds like a pack of wild lawnmowers in need of a s. 
As Garcia leads them to a lofty peak, Weir cuts across tis 
path with a bending, squealing, sustained chord that hangs in 
the air forebodingly. Garcia stops and Lesh instantly props up 
the notes to “Fire.” Garcia holds back a little longer and 
pounces on the song’s melody with his wah wah with such 
force it feels like a powder keg exploding. His notes pierce to 
the point of almost hurting. The band hangs back a bit, shud- 
dering, sensing the futility of getting in his way. During the 
second jam, though, Phil takes a stab at hunting Garcia 
down. Despite using clever, sneaky runs, or full-blown heavy 
note combos, or trying on a variety of fool-proof heavy note 
combos, or trying on a variety of fool-proof disguises, and 
despite finally begging in frustration—he fails. Garcia sith l 
cannot be stopped. PEK 
The last jam has Garcia delivering some of this sickest. 
most insane, gnarly, and wickedly eyeball-poppin’ licks of 
his career. I kid you not, kids. The guy pushed the envelope. 
opened it, read it, and mailed it to us for our pleasure. After 
deftly reprising “Scarlet” the applause is absolutely dedin 
ing—even on the SBD tape—and goes on for several min- 
utes. Man. It’s one of the moments where you realize you 
liga you came to the show hoping for. And it’s only 
“Playing in the Band” begins with rushed verses as if 
they want to go right into the jam. So they do. Standard 
opening: Garcia wah wah’s about, weaving a tight circle 
around the “Playing” solo for three or four minutes. With 
everybody comfortable he zips left, hops a fence hurdles a 
bush, and cuts across to Mrs. Chindrip’s rose garden As he 
out, safe and snug, a beef jerky and grape sadá in 
ee get weird. Garcia belches and reels off a brief 
(but wild) fanning of his guitar to push the music way, wa 
a there. Mickey swoops down with a mighty, thundering 
4 across his drums. Brent zigzags over his keys spastically. 
Anas sii one minute of tense quiet. 
. : utter chaos! Everybody spreads out, picking their 
. an firing at will—the Kaiser moans. Soon they 
E: oee er fiercely with a similar feel to those marvelous 
meltdowns. Still, this one is unique. Brent slips in 


asi i ir-raid si 

3 simulation of an air-raid siren. Nice call. Then: mellow 

N with just drumless guitar pickings. Then: the 
ums” begin. Not a long version of “Playing”—but the 


E belts were emptied so who cares? 
l Fase from tandem chop-swaps into the 
E: ined echo world of Mickey’s beam. Tonight it’s 
4 imilar to his solo collaboration “Yamantaka”—doors 
poron opening and such. The “Space” contin- 
E, ee introspective mood with its own dark, 
4 A nng sounds. Shimmering and majestic, too. 
stabs notes of confusion, loneliness, and isolation. 
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Existential pondering. Lesh joins in and things erupt as yet 
another blizzard of high-powered energy sweeps eek 
Kaiser. Wounded, howling animals comes to mind 
From this comes the “Wheel.” It’s a tad sty though 
Hart’s acrobatic rolls darn near wipe it clean. Still, they go fo 
it, spilling every last drop for us. Lesh does to Gimme Some” 
what Garcia did to “Stagger Lee” in set 1: he uses his voice to 
elevate the song to a special plateau. His wild singing, goof 
and fully animated, both is strongly sung and reveals his flare 
for comedy and genuine lead-singing. He devours the son; 
delighting the crowd. Don’t miss this version. e 
; Not to be outdone, Weir gargles and self-strangles his 
lines during “Watchtower” with gusto. Each jam gets hotte 
until they pour it on at the end. “Dew” rises slowly as Gar. 
cia puts everything he has into his voice. His expressions 
intensify up to the “Thought I heard a young man” line in 
which he lets it all out. It’s exceptional and very movin 
The middle jam wails; the closing jam is a bit truncated bie 
still soars to great heights to close the set. “Touch of Grey” 
is very tired but sung sweetly to end this fantastic show. i 
MICHAEL M. GETZ 
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Henry J. Kaiser Convention Center, 
Oakland, CA 


Set 1: Hell in a Bucket > Sugaree, New Minglewood 


Blues, Ramble On Rose, Stuck Inside of Mobile (with 
the Memphis Blues Again), Row Jimmy, Let It Grow 
Set 2: China Cat Sunflower > I Know You Rider > Esti- 
mated Prophet > Eyes of the World > Drums > Space > 
Goin’ Down the Road Feelin’ Bad > I Need a Miracle > 
Dear Mr. Fantasy > Hey Jude Coda 

Encore: Black Muddy River 





1. Source: SBD, Quality: A, Length: 2:45 

2. Source: AUD, Quality: A—, Length: 2:45 

3. Source: FM-SBD (GDH 418), Quality: A, Length: 
OAS (“China Cat Sunflower” > “I Know You Rider” S 
“Estimated Prophet” > “Eyes of the World” > “Drums”) 

Highlights: Memphis Blues, Dear Mr. Fantasy > Hı 
Jude, Black Muddy River X 


By now I was a little jaded and much less diligent about 
mail-ordering or catching all three shows of each local Ba 

Area run. For this Saint Patrick’s day show, my medei 
girlfriend of the time and I relied entirely on serendipity. We 
decided at the last minute to go to the show (via Mund and 
Bart from S.F.) without tickets. Stephanie got her ticket 
from a stranger while we were still shooting under the Ba 

on Bart, but we realize that the scene outside the Kaiser H 


